Existence by grace 
fulfilled of the 
void. 


{de 


chinach’as asathukin 
Big Rock 


poets of dust 
neglecting line after line 
of verse owed to 

The Indigenous 


tenders 

whose gardens, 

seem like churches 
because they are forests. 


their Big Rock, 
a god 
I naively sit upon 


not even for a moment 
comprehending. 


my slurs, my stupor 

my bumbling hallucinatory 
delinquency 

of lineage wrongly placed 


a tree, a flower, a worm, a delicate 
moss 

their glances, their indecipherable 
expressions. 


The hill 
still glows 
The other even is illumined 
The moon will appear 
The world will be beneath 


rays of her cold fire blossoms. 


it is harder 
to find anything anymore 
than it ever was. 


yet, Faeries, still fly in strange 
designs before me. 

the are bursting, shifting from the 
flutters of their wings tickles the tip 
of my nose. 


down below us 

stretching a complicated scree of 
expanse 

lies our dear old emerald glass 
meander, 

ever Unyielding, ripples & waves 


licking, lapping, glinting sunlight. 


drought forces us to retract, 
hunched 


outcasts have, 
no complaints about that. 


within solitude 
flows an ever cool clear 
sensitive spring 


rejoice & sup. 


The hill, 
my residence at it’s base, 


the swell is ready 
don’t let it pass 


the gray whales are 

doing something new 
this year 

in the area too early 

so we drink tea 

in the shade of eucalyptus 


barn swallows tossing goose down 
into the air 

it falls lightly & they swoop it from 
the sky 


escaped fuchsias 
bitterns disappearing into marshes 


the southerly swell 
pushes against 
the edge of the world 


modern prayer 


may ourselves be whole 
light & dark combined 
aligned taking turns 

pink & blue turning purple 


may our voices speak 
tonguing true genuine tones 


may our postures carry us 


how they came here to 


may our whims & our desires 
meet no prejudice nor cause any 


may our bodies be whole 
complete, content, adored 


how do I say this? 
without being plural 

the sun & the moon 

the water & the air 

the land & the sea 

the dirt & the cloud 


everyone is another yourself 
giving & receiving 


Ossamer 


the spiders like shopkeepers lay out 
their rugs 

their weavings span every 
conceivable gap 

beckoning flying creatures to pass 
through 

marvel at Arachne’s ancient patterns 
& form. 


Still glows. 


some raven goes glimmering 
downstream 
glancing left to right, 
ever on the lookout 
for fresh eggs. 


poetic notes during a storm 


explosions in the night 


death throws of a butterfly 


multidimensional rainbow 


the prayers of a tree frog 
upon discovering a greenhouse 


indigenous people file suit 
for all the profits ever made 
& win 


a lightning so loud 
it exploded the fabric of sound 


energy brimming in the sky 


the noise itself was visible 


a large nebulous drift 
morphs to engulf everything. 


bats in shrill joyful ecstasy. 


the rain gentles itself, 
everything is always this simple. 


the shovel 

is extracted ore 
smelted & shaped, 

a piece of hewn tree 
jammed in the center, 


form & function 
one of multitudinous myriad 
illusions. 


it rained 
only after we removed 
the roof. 


the world a raven sees 
on lofted currents 


I simply can not be bothered, 
thank you. 


summer is for swimming 


mirror in a pond 

reflects the sun 

to the sun, hopes 

are useless without ability 


adeptness is a notion 
without committed praxis 


evening quiets wind chimes 
cicadas give way 

to black grasshoppers 

tan crickets 

whining goats 

this poem goes nowhere 
earth moving 

days dimming 

mystery within mystery 
mirror broken in the pond 
two times 

no fault, carry on 


wisdom absent 


doing less 
will save the world 


the world is not savable 


there is deception 


there are no places left to go 


be ware the tendency 
to expect salvation 


the sunlight will shine 


rot grows 
what rots 
unmitigated 


its inevitability has knowledge 


I have seen something in the world 
which I can understand, 

we will not die 

we will survive 

this war 


all it takes is flipping the switch from 
on to off. 


trout fishing in spirit 


a friend revealed to me 
the youthful joy 
of fishing barbless 


move 
up stream 
to mask your scent 


counterpoint 


within gratitude for this entire 
experience 
I gladly offer my existence 

as a trade in full 
to have this world have been left on 
their own 
to have my people having stayed 
to fend off the ungodly beast 
to have made mother Europe holy 
again 


& knowing my own having been 
is not enough 
everybody then 
who became 
as a result of this 
I offer in trade 
gladly 
with no hesitation 


though we would never come to 
fruition 
though we would have no ability to 
experience satisfaction 
we would, 
even in our non existence, 
we would know true joy 
& utter bliss 


//i forgot the chords 


the syllables of the sea 

my new love 

the coastline through the crevices 
in the ancient rock 


cut the frond from the stipe 
that way they will dry 
faster 

than they would 

otherwise 


a plastic bottle floated 
all the way 

from China 

it once contained 
fermented milk 


the white noise 

the sunshine 

there’s a feeling in a foggy morning 
which tells me 

whether or not 

the day will be clear 

& I'd prefer it weren’t 


I must know if some of the crabs 
can breath air 

because they are messing around 
on land 


splendid iridescent seaweed 
sticky bumps 
cold wax 


I can see through it 

gone and misunderstood 

the chill of youth 

seeking the thrill of proof 

never needed 

blood tea steeping 

the pride of winter stands 

rain gentle as a mist 

the warm bed 

on the stem long after the bleak 
world 

has been stirred 

staining the pale land with the 
warmth 

of heart 

from hands clasped to clasped hands 
brilliant hips 

a rarity unattainable 

this flavor awoken within 
sweet, astringent 

hagebutte 

dense & opaque 

rests on my tongue’s tip 

an old world drawls on about 
the old world’s drawl 

which grasps out there 
somewhere for a cup 

to sup upon deserved eloquence 
to describe it? 

never forgive. 

the color 

pink & mauve 

knows there is no sense in that now 
the lingering taste left by fools folly 
forlorn 

by now, be unscathed. 


walking along creeks 


I saw the mosses 

glowing on the maples 
whose contours crisscrossing 
emulated life 

jagged & abstract 

smooth & surreal 

the canopy 

spoke to me 

whose ease had been ill 


then, suddenly their light made me 
still 


how little I had seen 
blinded by my head 
which faded 

as the world filled me 
with hues illuminated 


the clouds drifted apart 
for a moment of repose 
while the creeks 
hollered raucously 

& steadily rose 

then the green capillaries 
of ferns gayly grinned 

at the nothing 

which needed doing 


so I just sat 
& was a witness 


watch yr shadow 
doesn’t give you 
away 


why nap when 
the creek is filled with life 


bring home a fish 


on the other side of the 
waterfall 

the old genes dwell 

they reminisce 

about all who have gone over 

to the secret world downstream 

while beneath that chasm 

impossible to climb 

they are regarded as elder gods 


the fly must hit the water 
gentle as a leaf 
that wind born weightlessness 


big fish are not curious 


the story of a crab 


I am cancer 

it was me 

that bit the heel 
of Hercules 

for heroes games 
I do abhor 


I love Hedra 
ever more 


now the story 

is lost to translation 
exploited no doubt 
by this modern abomination 
to cast down as monsters 
our sisters which ride 
through ancient mysteries 
these leviathans defied 


& foolish me 

I can not quit 

my allegiance 

to the witch 

which is righteous 
beyond all farce 

I look through delusion 
with my sidelong glance 


forever we must see 
who the real monsters be 
& if one chooses wrong 
expect a pinch 
remorseless to thee 
Achilles 


for I am cancer 
scuttling crab 
I fear nothing 
I love the hag 


advice for anyone 


don’t leave the bass 
in the rain all night 
the glue will dissolve 


there was a blizzard 
it is actually august 


we were served dinner 
on top of black walnut shavings 
in the sand 


an upper atmospheric 
force has blown 
the smoke south 


a northerly wind 

each time we had sex 
cleared the air 
otherwise there was nothing 
to breath 


weather currents 
slip streams 


I don’t want to talk 
about polycarbonate 
bromidioxins 
unleashed from 

a military airplane 


I want to talk about 
the bodies 
of Olympians 


how beautiful 
the people of the world 
truly are 


but 
when they win 


they don’t hug their 
opponent 


they hug their coach 


squirrel stew 


the squirrels inherited these old 
Persian 

walnut goliaths 

from their great great great great 
greats 


the pathways to & from these trees 
mapped meticulously 


the harvest is work a plenty 

from dawn till noon & back again till 
evening 

for weeks 


sharing can be a difficult thing to 
watch 

if I were sane, I’d shoot every last 
one 


Washoe, Paiute, Maidu, Yana, 


Nisenan, Konkow, Mechoopda 
moving side by side 
tending their biscuit root gardens 


this is not forgiven 
human 


you who refute the warmth of the 
consciousness 
of the earth 


this shale is crumbling, fractured, 
fissured, weakened by lichens, 
hungry to live 


hagebutte 


haunted 
but not harshly 
by hagebutte memory 
red translucence, steaming 
snowy world, warmth instilled 
gone now, the chill of youth 
seeking the thrill of proof 
never needed 
rain, gentle as a mist, from a warm 
bed 
oh morning 
how is this reminder stirred? 
the hearts warmth transferred 
from clasped hands 
to hands clasped 


a rarity unattainable 
that sweet bitter hagebutte 
dense opaque 
old world drawl 
old world drawl 
out there, somewhere 
sipping this specialty 
never forgive, I say 
no sense in it now 
hagebutte, pale lips 
I can see through it 
& not understand 
blood tea 
the heart of winter 
stands on the stem 
long after the bleak 
world has become 
staining the emptied land 
with blotches of brilliant crimson 
this flavor 
awoken within 
rests on my tongue’s tip 
which can not really grasp 
the description 
only a color of memory remains 
mixed with forlorn flavors 
from foolish folly 
lingering 
by now, I pray 
I have learned to speak my truth 
hagebutte sounds like 
hug a body 
dawn porch 
winter pale lips 
red translucence 
steaming in a snowy world 


the fabric of the universe is no solid 
fixed static 

we are swaying & swayed 
intangible essences of matter 

our truths our illusions 

do they increase potency or dilution 
if it doesn’t matter 

doesn’t that make everything 

just a little bit easier 

our hearts like earth’s core 

emulate the sun 

what then? what then? 

I inhale; cold fresh darkness fills my 
lungs 


watch, watcher 


shale crumbled 

was it a glacier? 

settings mixed 

the jubilance of new oak leaves 


an unnamed hue 


you mothers 

you weren’t told 

the truth of the myths 
laced in this flesh 
this shale crumbled 


was it a glacier? 


the waterfall is a countless many 
places 

the secret 

the holy 

the grandiose 

I forgot my body & who is here 
to remind me 

shale crumbled 


was it the work of water heading to 
the Feather? 
heading to home 


look at these goals: 
rise 
ascend 
mist 
droplet 
cascade 
illuminate the color spectrum 
evaporate 
reform 
flow steady 
become breath 
become a home 
lightning, thunder 


reality is harmonic & dissonant 
who cares? 


the hill crumbles 


there is an ever present resistance to 
just stopping to visualize the throngs 
slow heaving murmurations 


I have argued extensively against this 


it’s rare to meet a person 
willing to extend native rights 
across species borders 


I’m too lost here 
to justify taking the squirrels lives 


I still have access 
to spaghetti, 


but when that stops, 
squirrel stew 


gold heist 


maples, sucking the last juices of 
their leaves 

drinking in the fading light of 
summer 


madrones, adorned with red berries 
they put on their finest fall colors of 
cherry 

tangerine cream soda 


a piteousness of doves adorn the 
branches, 

their pale luminescent gray feathers 
allowing the setting sun to warm 
them as they supper together 


we look at the news to find out 
one of two things: 

did they drop the bomb 

did the revolution come 


drink deep 
you never know 
when the well will run dry 


the men are dying turning tree sap 
into lead down in caves 

where the world forms dusted flakes 
of gold in catacombs 

like tree rosin softened by sunlight 


somewhere in Africa 

the old cradle remembers it is Eden 
& looks askance at the pathways 
of this diaspora 


inverse square law 


the individual is a reality 
the further we go from this 
the less we comprehend 


the more consciousness is influenced 
by wind & creek the gap decreases 
toward a place where 

the individual is reality 


our inherent goal is to seek 


rich veins of instinct 
nature & truth 

for, they foster healthy 
& spirited values 


the unconscious receives 
& interprets 


there is psychic power in mystery 
there are symbols in our dreams 
there are synchronicities 

unique for all who experience them 


the primeval never left 
we are born anticipating it 


reason is our greatest 
& most tragic illusion 


animals we come 
animals we remain 


the sun replaced by Christ 
is unconcerned 


risen as usual 
resplendent 
glowing massive 


the moon neglected by man 
is unbothered 


churning the sea 
shining silver 
awed inspirations 


dusk dawn noon midnight 
complete 


the body is by no means 
broad & basic terms 


the existence of a heart 
in any form 

from spider to bird 

is enough 


carbon is just carbon 


hence at the bottom 
psyche is just ether 


no moon of January 


how did we get here 

into this atmosphere 

if it wasn’t god 

isn’t it a bit incredible 

a bit magic 

a bit odd 

the shape of things 

the sky filled with twinkling 
just like ours 

countless vast forevers 
span out 

seeking combinations 

of impossible possibilities 
improbable probabilities 
just like us 


cold night vastness 
dark shivering moons 
this invisible veil 
which keeps us well 
which allowed us to be 
earth nature 

drama revelry 

dull hallowed naivete 
dirt moving 

dirt stirring 

air & clouds whose 
configurations spurn 
situations vivid 

wild nihilistic mild 

the minds of plant life 
the imaginations of 
every child 

a place in space 

for the subconscious 

a theater for dreams 

for ancient trees & schemes 
an awe inspired language 
naming phenomenons 
to tame them 

at least just enough 

to feel calm 

when looking up 

or down or anywhere 
any sound 

fools, taught to be fools 
our mind resilient 

with hidden places 

its poetic interpretations 
its murky untamed 
disgraces 

its queer 


so above 

as below 

starlight nebula galaxy quasar 
river beds snow capped mountain 
heads 

all growing 

unabashed 

everything resonating 

unique perspective 

from whole body masses 

to their particular particle 
configurations 

& it seems there is consensus 
on two points alone 
everything is profound 
everything is flawed 

a prayer & an appeal: 

this is real genuine actual real 
the life 

the death 

the before 

the after 

the in between 

the invisible 

the unrecognized 

the misunderstood 

the breath of deer 

the heartbeats of salamanders 
the gossamer silk of spiders 
the night illuminated by the day 
the vast empty space filled by 
potential 

the grace of the void 

ritual ceremony wishes conjurations 
will power & despair 


